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tlEARTLY! 


Heartly. 

Ha!  welcome  from  fea,  Capiain  Freeman,  I  need 
not  atk  your  fuccefs,  for  I  have  heard,  and  rejoiced 
at  it. 

Freeman. 

Well,  but  the  news  at  Portfmouth,  how  are  the 
ladies?  Charles,  the  beauties,  the  angels? 


Heartly. 

Ay,  ay,  they  are  always  the  firft  obje&s  a  failor 
enquires  for,  when  he  is  fafe  landed. 

Freeman. 


Certainly,  though  to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  par¬ 
ticular  enquiry  is  only  dire&ed  to  one  beauty,  Mifs 
Montague,  the  ward  of  that  curmudgeon,  old 
Scrapealh 


\ 
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Heartly. 


(  10  ) 

Heartly. 

How!  a  Tailor,  and  think  only  of  one  woman, 
that’s  ftrange  indeed  ;  however,  Jack,  if  your 
thoughts  muft  be  confined  to  one,  take  my  advice, 
and  do  not  let  that  one  be  Mifs  Montague,  for  her 
guardian  is  refolved  to  marry  her  to  a  rich  block¬ 
head,  that  he  has  lately  formed  an  acquaintance 
with. 

Freeman. 

Impoflible !  why  when  I  parted  from  him  lad,  he 
confented  that  I  fhould  efpoufe  my  Harriet  on  my 
return,  and  he  can  have  no  reafon  to  break  his 
promife. 

Heartly. 

Well,  well,  then  I  have  been  mifinformed  ;  but 
'.here  is  fomething  elfe  that  may  draw  your  attention. 
His  Majefty  means  to  honour  his  feet  with  a  vifit, 
vhich  is  a  high  gratification  to  the  mind  of  every 
officer ;  and  I  am  fure  to  yours  in  particular. 

Freeman. 

Right ;  and  I  think  I  may  venture  to  fay  he  will 
fee  a  fet  of  as  gallant  fellows  as  ever  manned  the 
Britifh  navy,  while  our  fleet  can  boa  ft  of  luch  fpirits 
as  diftinguiilied  themfelves  fo  honourably  in  our  late 
engagement,  England  has  little  to  fear  from  the 
infolent  threats  of  our  vaunting  enemies. 

Heartly. 

Is  it  true,  that  the  French  intended  to  grant  no 
quarter  to  their  prifoners,  had  victory  declared  in 
their  favour  ? 

Freeman. 

I  fear  it  is ;  however,  we  fcorned  to  adopt  fuch 
meafures,  and  have  treated  ours  with  the  srreateft 
indulgence;  to  infult  even  a  foe  labouring  under 
misfortune  is  unworthy  the  charader  of  an  Eng- 
iifhman. 


Heartly. 


(  11  ) 

Heartly. 

It  is  (aid  the  fleet  will  Toon  put  to  fea  again. 

Freeman. 

The  fooner  the  better,  Charles ;  I  never  feel  more 
fatisfaCtion  than  when  I  am  joining  my  endeavours 
to  chaftife  the  enemies  of  my  country. 

SONG. 

Ye  true  fons  of  Britain  !  whofe  valour  and  zeal. 

All  Europe  mult  honour,  all  nations  mu  ft  feel, 
While  with  wreaths  of  frefh  laurel  your  temples  are 
bound, 

And  the  thunders  of  conqued  o’er  ocean  refound, 
Gallant  Howe  lect  the  way,  Britifli  tars  won  the  day. 
Whole  hearts,  warm  and  deady. 

Were  loyal  and  ready, 

To  prove,  that  our  glory — -will  never  decay. 

Our  navy  triumphant,  fhall  guard  our  fair  ifle, 
Where  the  Loves  and  the  Graces  exultingly  (mile; 
Where  the  natives  are  dauntlefs,  and  Fill  fhall  be 
bleft, 

For  the  bulwark  of  Freedom  is  rear’d  in  each  bread; 
Then  for  Howe  let  us  join  a  proud  wreath  to  entwine, 
While  true  Britifh  glory 
Shall  ft  ill  live  in  ftory. 

For  Fame  gives  to  Valour — a  title  divine. 

The  breezes  that  bore  them  acrofs  the  wide  fea, 
Like  the  champions  of  Virtue  and  Britain,  were  free. 
The  white  foaming  billows  were  glitt’ring  and  gay, 
Reflecting  with  triumph  the  heav’n-fmiiing  day! 
Britifh  tars  dill  fhall  reign  o’er  the  vad  (welling  main. 
With  hearts  warm  and  deady, 

Undaunted  and  ready, 

To  lead  them  to  conqued — again  and  again. 

B  2 
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The  Guardians  of  Albion  each  peril  can  brave, 

Like  ihe  fun,  fraught  with  glory,  tho’  rough  as  the 
wave ; 

Like  the  winds,  to  all  points,  fhall  their  valour  ex¬ 
tend, 

And  their  minds  prove  as  firm  as  the  rocks  they 
defend. 

Let  the  loud  roaring  main  echo  back  the  proud 
flrain. 

Our  tars  (ball  be  ready. 

Undaunted  and  fleady. 

To  prove  their  own  virtue — again  and  again.  * 

Enter  Deborah  and  Peggy. 

Deborah. 

Lackaday!  Peggy,  child,  how  can’d  talk  in  this 
manner?  how  can’ft  thee  with  to  fee  Richard  any 
more,  when  thee  know’ll  he  left  thee  behind  to  go 
failing  on  the  fait  feas. 

Peggy. 

Well  aunt,  I  like  him  the  better  for  it,  you  know 
his  King  demanded  his  affiflance,  and  I  fhou'd  have 
deem’d  him  unworthy  of  my  efleem,  hadn’t  he 
chearfully  obey’d  the  call  ;  confider  it  was  to  fecure 
our  fafety  that  he  went  abroad,  for  how  fhould  we  • 
be  able  to  live  comfortably  at  home,  were  it  not  for 
our  brave  countrymen  defying  every  danger  in  order 
to  defeat  our  enemies,  and  preferve  our  religion  and 
our  laws  ? 

Deborah. 

Law!  why  there  is  no  occafion  to  fight  about  law 
fure  ?  Or  if  there  is,  let  them  fet  the  lawyers  at  work, 
and  they  will  battle  them  with  a  vengeance,  if  they 
are  well  paid  for  it,  I  warrant  you. 

*  For  this  loyal  and  patriotic  fong,  the  author  is  indebted  to 
the  talents  of  Mrs.  Robinion,  whofe  poetical  genius  is  too  high 
m  the  eihmation  of  the  public  to  need  any  eulogium  in  this 
place. 


[  Exeunt. 


Peggy. 


(  J3  ) 

Peggy. 

Dear  Aunt,  let  us  hafte  to  enquire  if  Richard  is 
fafe  returned. 

Deborah. 

Well,  well,  thou  art  a  good  girl,  I  muft  fay,  Peggy, 
fo  I  will  humour  you.  Our  late  lady  of  the  manor 
bellowed  a  power  of  learning  on  you  to  be  fure,  and 
but  for  the  fad  goings  on  of  her  hufband  Sir  Harry, 
who  you  know,  fquandered  away  all  their  fortune 
at  the  gaming  table,  I  dare  fay  the  would  have 
provided  handfomely  for  you  in  her  will. 

Peggy. 

My  learning  has  at  leaf!  taught  me  this  leflon. 
Aunt,  to  be  content  with  the  lituation  I  am  placed 
in,  which  perhaps  might  not  have  been  the  cafe  had 
I  moved  in  a  higher  fphere ;  riches  may  grace 
happinefs,  but  it  is  virtue  only  that  can  beftow  it. 

/  ,‘v 

Deborah. 

Ay,  ay,  child,  you  fay  right,  the  great  folks  are 
never  happy. 

Peggy. 

You  miftake  me  Aunt;  there  are  many  inftances 
of  felicity  amongft  the  great,  and  indeed  our  fex 
cannot  copy  from  a  better  pattern  than  the  bright 
example  which  is  fet  them  by  the  fir  ft  female  in  the 
kingdom,  whole  virtues  have  been  long  beheld  with 
admiration  and  delight. 

D  EBORAH. 

Ah  !  Peggy,  1  am  never  better  pleafed  than  when 
you  are  prattling  or  finging  to  me,  that  is  always 
fure  to  put  me  in  good  humour.  Come  child,  you 
(hall  fing  to  me  as  we  go  along,  it  will  make  our  walk 
feem  the  (hotter,  and  let  your  long  be  about  Jocky 
and  Jenny — Oh,  1  do  love  to  hear  you  fing. 


i  eggy. 


(  H  ) 

Peggy. 

I  never  experience  a  greater  fatisfaction  than  in 
obeying  your  commands  ;  but  pray,  my  dear  Aunt, 
do  not  be' angry  with  me  on  Richards’s  account,  you 
know  his  worth,  and  that  we  have  long  been  betrothed 
to  each  other,  I  am  well  affined  he  loves  me.  and  it 
(hall  be  my  conftant  fiudy  to  preferve  his  affection, 
I  will  ever  be  obedient  to  his  will,  not  covet  to  go 
abroad  and  riot  in  fine  cloaths,  but  remain  at  home 
all  day  like  a  houfe  dove,  and  if  be  is  with  me,  be 
glad,  and  merry  ;  if  he  is  away,  I  will  bid  my 
throbbing  heart  be  ft  ill  and  patient  until  he  returns  ; 
and  if  by  chance  fome  drops  fhould  fill  my  eyes, 
I  will  dry  them  up  w'hen  I  hear  him  coming,  and 
meet  my  love  with  a  face  of  joy. 

Deborah. 

Ah!  bleffingson  thy  dear  heart,  thou  makeft  me 
love  thee  more  and  more  every  minute — But  come 
Peggy,  begin  the  fong  I  mentioned,  there’s  my  good 

girl- 

Peggy. 

You  (la all  hear  it  directly  out. 

[T’he  following  Jong  was  not  written  by  the  author ,  but 
introduced  by  Mrs .  Kemble ,  at  the  'particular  requejl 
of  her  friends .J 

SONG. 

’Twas  within  a  mile  of  Edinburgh  town,  in  the  rofy 
time  of  the  year, 

Sweet  flowers  bloom’d  and  the  grafs  was  down,  and 
each  fhepherd  woo’d  his  dear. 

Bonny  Jockey  blithe  and  gay, 

Eifs’d  fweet  Jenny  making  hay, 

The  laffie  blufh’d  and  frowning  cry’d,  no,  no,  it  will 
not  do, 

I  cannot,  cannot  wonnojt  wonnot  mannot  buckle  toc\ 

Jockey 


(  lS  ) 

Jockey  was  a  wag  that  never  would  wed, 

Tho’  long  he  had  follow’d  the  lafs, 

Contented  the  earn’d  and  eat  her  brown  bread, 

And  merrily  turn’d  up  the  grafs. 

Bonny  Jockey  blithe  and  free. 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily, 

Yet  dill  the  blulh’d  and  frowning  cry’d,  no,  no,  it  will 
not  do, 

I  cannot  cannot  wonnot  wonnot  mannot  buckle  too. 

But  when  he  vow’d  he  wou’d  make  her  his  bride, 

Tho’  his  flocks  and  herds  were  not  few, 

She  gave  him  her  hand  and  a  kifs  befide, 

And  vow’d  (he’d  for  ever  be  true. 

Bonny  Jockey  blithe  and  free, 

Won  her  heart  right  merrily, 

At  church  the  no  more  frowning  cry’d,  no,  no,  it  will 
not  do, 

I  cannot  cannot  wonnot  wonnot  mannot  buckle  too. 

Enter  Harriet  (Drejfed  in  Boy's  Cloaths.) 

Oh!  Cupid,  Cupid,  thou  little  rogue,  what  difguifcs 
dolt  thou  make  us  alfume,  I  hope  1  fbal I  get  off  un- 
difcovered  in  mine.  Oh!  Freeman!  little  do  you 
fufpefl  my  guardian’s  duplicity  ;  who  notwithftanding 
he  encouraged  your  addrelles  to  me,  and  pledged  his 
folemn  promife  for  our  union,  yet  you  was  no  fooner 
gone  to  attend  the  duties  of  your  profeflion,  than  he 
would  have  bafely  compelled  me  to  marry  his  neigh¬ 
bour  Mr.  Vulture,  who  being  old  and  rich,  would 
have  married  me  without  my  fortune;  but  I  have 
luckily  been  able  to  efcape  the  fnare  that  was  laid  for 
me,  arid  if  I  can  but  meet  my  Freeman — alas  ■  fhall 
I  ever  meet  him  more?  oh!  Freeman,  were  1  afRired 
of  thy  fafety,  I  Ihould  be  more  ateafe. 


S  O  N  G. 


(  i6  ) 

SONG. 

Hope,  doubt  and  fear  are  winds  and  waves 
More  dreadful  to  the  love  toft  mind. 

Than  thofe  the  fkilful  feaman  braves 
Who  leaves  pale  care  and  grief  behind. 

Yet  oh  !  be  (till,  my  frantic  brain. 

Let  reafon  whifper  to  thy  fears. 

My  failor  may  return  again, 

Crown’d  with  fuccefs  to  dry  my  tears. 

Britannia  hail!  thou  mighty  queen, 

The  (Length,  the  power,  the  feas  are  thine; 
Long  may  thy  power  on  Juftice  lean, 

To  be  preferved  they  muft  combine. 

To  courage  fingly  ne’er  refort, 

For  Virtue  is  thy  true  fupport ; 

’Tis  that  alone  can  ftrength  maintain, 

Be  virtuous  and  for  ever  reign. 

Who  comes  here  ?  hey!  why  fure  it  is  Cabin  the 
Sailor,  I  have  fo  often  feen  with  Freeman — oh! 
how  my  heart  palpitates. 

Enter  Cabin. 

Harkee !  friend,  can  you  tell  me  where  I  can  find 
Captain  Freeman? 

Cabin. 

Why  I  am  now  fleering  towards  him,  my  little 
cockboat. 

Harriet. 

Then  he  is  fafe  (/ifide),  will  you  give  me  leave  to 
accompany  you? 

Cabin. 

With  all  my  heart,  why  do  you  want  to  enter  into 
the  fervice,  my  tight  one?  faith,  you  are  a  well-built 
little  frigate,  but  now  I  take  a  peep  at  you  apin, 

thefe 


(  *7  ) 

tbeTe  timbers  of  yours  do  not  feem  fit  for  rough  wea¬ 
ther — damme  if  I  think  you.  ever  had  your  bows 
fcraped  yet — your  chin  is  as  bare  as  a  bifcuit. 

Harriet. 

Come  my  good  fellow,  let  us  hade  to  your  Captain. 

Cabin. 

Avail,  we  mull  not  weigh  anchor  yet,  I  mull  lie 
too  a  little,  however,  if  you  are  in  a  hurry,  pufh 
your  boat  oil'  by  yourfelf,  you  will  fall  in  with  the 
Captain  at  Squire  Heartly’s,  near  the  parade. 

Harriet. 


A  thoufand  thanks  for  your  intelligence. 

Cabin. 


[Exit. 


How  he  feuds  along,  I  think  I  have  feen  his  phiz 
fomewhere,  but  I  cannot  find  by  my  log-book  where 
it  was. 

Enter  Bowsprit. 


Bowsprit. 

Rare  news!  Cabin,  rare  news,  my  hearty,  bis 
Majelty’s  honour  is  coming  amongll  us. 

Cabin. 

Is  he  !  then  I  hope  our  meffmates  will  keep  them- 
fel  ves  fober  (Pulls  out  a  Elajk  Bottle  and  Drinks)  I 
mud  fay  that  fome  of  our  men  are  terribly  given  to 
drinking,  (Drinks)  our  crew  are  brave  fellows  to  be 
fure,  but  fome  of  them  will  dow  too  much  grog 
aboard,  (Drinks)  every  foul  of  you  would  get  drunk 
if  I  did  not  take  care  to  prevent  you.  (Drinks) 

Bowsprit. 

Why  you  do  take  care  of  that  indeed,  if  you  keep 

all  the  liquor  to  yourfelf - hand  us  a  jfup;  is  it 

wine,  lorn? 

Cab  in. 

Wine!  hey,  do  you  think  I  have  no  more  regard 
to  my  healtli  than  to  drink  wine  you  fwab,  no,  no 
wine  is  too  ftrong  for  me  fol  drink  brandy — but  I  do 

C  not 


* 
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not  like  to  take  down  much,  only  when  it  blows  a 
hurricane  here,  why  I  cant  a  {lug  of  this  into  my 
bread  room  to  calm  it ;  but  I  fancy  I  ihall  lay  an 
embargo  on  it  for  the  future,  for  as  it  is  a  French 
fpirit,  I  do  not  think  it  can  blow  any  good  to  me, 
no,  I  will  foon  leave  it  oik.  I  fhall  fleer  headier  with¬ 
out  it,  befides,  I  do  not  approve  of  applying  French 
remedies  to  an  Englifh  conftitution. 

BOWSPRIT. 

Well  faid,  Tom. 

Enter  Rudder,  pulling  in  Flimsey,  Sailors  following , 

Rudder. 

Here  Tom  Cabin,  we  have  made  bold  to  bring  this 
here  thing  along  with  us;  I  fancy  he  is  fome  rope- 
dancer,  or  fome  fuch  a  fort  of  an  outlandifh 
Merry-Andrew,  he  is  quiet  enough  now,  but  when 
we  firft  hove  in  light,  he  leerned  as  brave  as  a  lion, 
and  was  abufing  a  young  woman,  becaulc  {he  would 
not  let  him  take  her  in  tow. 

Cabin. 

Why  you  lubber,  you  might  be  furehe  could  not  be 
brave  by  his  doing  that;  no,  no,  dammee,  a  brave 
fellow  will  always  protect  a  woman  :  but  fcorns  to 
infult  her.  * 

F  LIMSEY. 

Hark  ye  tarpaulins,  if  you  offer  to  detain  me, 
I  will  make  complaint  to  your  officers. 

Cabin. 

Avaft,  mafter  Tiddidoll,  {hut  your  bifcuit  mill — I 
fay,  fuppofe  we  fend  this  puppy  aboard  the  tender? 

Flimsey. 

Me  on  board  a  tender,  monfler  ! 

Rudder. 

No,  no,  Tom,  he  is  no  more  fit  for  fea  fervice  than 
biown  paper  is  to  make  a  mainfaii. 


Bowsprit. 


(  19  ) 

Bowsprit. 

I  think  I  know  this  fair  weather  fpark — ay,  ay, 
he  lived  within  a  door  or  two  of  my  mother  at  Bright- 
helmttone,  his  name  is  Flimfey,  and  be  is  a  man- 
milliner. 

Cabin. 

A  what  ? 

Bowsprit. 

A  man  milliner. 

Cabin. 

What  the  devil  fifh  is  that  ? 

Rudder. 

Why  one  that  meafures  out  thread  and  laces,  and 
bonnets  and  caps,  and  all  forts  of  head  rigging  for 
ladies. 

Cabin. 

Sink  me  if  I  could  think  a  fellow  would  fo  much 
difgrace  himfelf ;  dammee,  what  a  fhame  it  is  that  a 
man,  efpecially  an  Englilhman,  fhould  Hand  behind  a 
counter  to  hand  out  ribbons  and  top-knots,  when 
hundreds  of  our  country-women  are  in  want  of  em¬ 
ployment,  Ah  !  no  wonder  there  are  fo  many  poor 
unfortunate  girls  at  a  lofs  fora  comfortable  birth,  and 
foundered  on  the  quickfands  of  dittrefs,  when  fuch 
lazv  lubbers  as  you  prevent  their  making  an  honett 
livelihood,  by  taking  up  a  bufinefs  which  they  only 
ought  to  purllie,  and  which  is  beneath  the  charahler 
of  a  man  to  follow. 

Flimsey. 

I  fhali  remember  this  audacious  language  to  your 
coll,  you  brute  — I  infift  on  going  this  inttant. 

Ca  bin. 

So  you  (ball  matter  guinea  pig.  but  it  (hall  be  with 
us.  I  fay  meffmates  we  will  take  this  butterfly  on 
bo>rd,  and  keep  him  to  darn  dockings,  ay,  ay,  we 
will  clap  him  on  a  jacket  and  trowfers;  he  cSn  never 
be  rated  able  indeed,  but  he  will  pafs  in  ordinary  well 
enough,  we  will  give  him  a  birth  in  the  Cock-pit  as  the 

furgeon* 
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furgeonslint  fcraper,  or  as  he  is  quite  delicate,  (up- 
pofe  we  enter  him  as  principal  page  to  the  admiral's 
tea  kettle. 

Rudder. 

So  we  will. 

Cabin. 

Have  you  picked  up  any  more  hands  ? 

Rudder. 

Yes,  we  have  juft  fent  locuft  the  pettifogging 
lawyer  aboard,  you  know  he  was  the  {hark  that 
cheated  poor  Jack  Mizen's  widow  and  fix  children 
out  of  the  prize  money  he  left  them. 

Cabin. 

If  we  could  lop  off  all  fuch  unworthy  limbs  of  the 
law,  I  am  fure  the  refpeflable  members  of  the  pro- 
feftion  would  thank  us;  for  it  would  render  the  whole 
body  a  great  deal  of  fervice  ;  the  law  is  like  a  lbip, 
and  fhould  be  kept  clear  from  vermin,  and  the 
ufelels  lumber  thrown  overboard. 

Rudder. 

Come,  wemuft  bear  a  hand,  and  get  aboard,  be- 
caufe  our  commander  king  George  is  coming. 

Bowsprit. 

Avail,  lads,  let  us  drop  anchor  here  a  little,  here, 
tapfter,  hand  out  a  cann  of  grog, 

Cabin.  (D  r  inking. ) 

See  there  now,  you  are  going  to  drink  again,  you 
are  never  eafy  but  when  you  are  wafhing  your 
lockers ;  I  fee  how  it  will  be — I  fay  nothing — I 
mention  no  names — but  I  think  fomebody  will  be 
half  feas  over  prefently  [drinks).  Yes,  yes,  I  fee 
fomebody  will  have  their  upper  decks  overflowed 
with  liquor ;  I  fee  that  as  clear  as  the  feven  ele¬ 
ments.  j 

Rudder. 

Seven  elements!  why  you  talk  as  if  you  had  loft 
your  ftven  fenfes.  I  tell  you  there  are  but  four  ele-. 

me  ruts  ,  X* 
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ments,  water  and  malt  are  two  of  them,  and  fire  and 
brimftone  the  other  two. 

Cabin. 

I  am  fure  there  is  a  fifth  element  however,  and 

that’s  brandy  and  tobacco.  You  fon - of  a 

bachelor. 

Enter  Landlord  with  a  Tankard . 

Landlord. 

Here’s  the  grog. 

Cabin. 

Let  me  grapple  it,  and  I’ll  keep  a  good  look:  out 
that  nobody  ihall  have  too  much  of  it.  I. will,  if 
pofiible,  hinder  you  from  making  beads  of  your- 
felves ;  now  if  I  was  not  your  pilot  here,  damme, 
but  lome  of  you  would  roll  about  like  a  fhip  in  a 
ftorm  ;  but  we’ll  have  a  fong  ;  fing  away,  Rudder, 
and  we’ll  all  bear  a  bob. 

SONG. 

’Twas  on  the  twenty-eighth  of  May, 

The  morning  being  clear, 

A  fleet  to  windward  we  efpy’d. 

They  Frenchmen  did  appear. 

The  fignal  for  the  fame  being  made. 

The  chafe  was  foon  begun, 

And  then  for  battle  we  prepared 
To  (hew  Monlieurs  fome  fun. 

On  the  firft  of  June  we  play’d  a  tune 
That  made  the  Frenchmen  figh, 

Refolved  to  fhew  the  murd’rous  foe. 

That  Britifh  courage  ftill  would  flow. 

To  make  them  ftrike  or  die> 

My  (hipmates  now  Jet’s  celebrate 
A  day  of  great  renown, 

Which  will  this  victory  relate 
To  ages  yet  unknown, 

Come, 
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Come,  let  us  raife  our  voice  to  praife 
The  gallant  name  of  Howe, 

We’ll  toad  our  Admirals  in  our  glafs, 

Our  girls  too  (hall  go  round. 

Each  heart  (hall  fing,  Long  live  the  King, 

And  each  again  reply, 

If  e’er  we’re  call’d  again  we’ll  (hew 
That  Britifh  courage  dill  (ball  flow 
To  make  them  (trike  or  die.  *  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Dolly,  Dick,  and  other  Country  People. 

Dolly. 

Come,  why  doesn’t  thee  meake  heade,  Sail,  why, 
thou  art  as  tirefome  as  our  pigs  at  home. 


Enter  Sally  •with  one  Patten  in  her  Hand ,  and  Jos 

holding  the  other. 

Sally, 

Nay  Dolly,  doant  talk  (o,  I  broke  the  ribband  of 
my  patten,  and  I  (topp’d  to  tie  it,  and  got  our  Joe  to 
hold  the  other  for  me. 

Dick. 

Ay,  ay,  Joe  is  better  I  believe  at  loofening  a  knot 
than  fattening  one. 

Joe. 

Mayhap  not  Dick,  I  fancy  thee  art  as  good 
asmyfelfat  woman’s  work  any  day. 

Dolly. 

You  are  both  bad  enough  for  that  matter,  and 
almoft  as  falfe-hearted  as  gentlefolks. 

*  This  fPi  rited  tribute  to  the  late  glorious  triumph  oT  the 
Britifh  navy,  was  written  by  an  officer  on  board  the  Bellerophon, 
the  day  after  the  action.  It  has  been  printed  in  the  True  Briton, 
but  being  in  its  original  (late  much  too  long  for  the  Rage,  the 
author  has  taken  the  liberty  of  availing  himfelf  of  a  few  ftanzas. 

Enter 
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Enter  Sergeant  Firelock  and  Corporal 

Cartridge. 

Drum  and  Fife . 

Sergeant. 

Well  met,  my  Hercules,  give  me  your  hand  my 
brave  Alexander,  (to  Joe.J 

Joe. 

Alexander!  lord, you  miftake,  1  was  chrifteri’d 
j  ofepb  - 

Sergeant. 

Well  faid  Jofeph — and  fo  you  are  come  to 
Portfmouth  to  lee  the  review,  my  honed  fellow? 

Toe. 

Aye,  Mealier  Sergeant. 

# 

Sergeant. 

What  fay  you  to  going  with  us,  we’H  (hew  yon 
reviews.  How  Ihould  you  like  to  be  a  Soldier? 

Dick. 

I  fhou’d  like  to  be  a  Captain,  but  I  woud’nt  be 
a  Soldier  on  any  account. 

Joe. 

Well  now;  I  fho'u’dlike  to  be  a  Sailor  if  it  was  not 
for  going  to  fea. 

Dolly. 

For  my  part  1  like  the  Soldiers  bed,  they  look  fo 
fierce  and  fo  meek,  and  fo  audacious. 

Sally. 

Now  doan’t  ye  dand  chattering  here,  but  lets 
begone,  or  we  thail  mils  the  (hew,  there’s  to  be  guns 
firing,  and  bells  tinging  and  flags  flying,  and — 

Sergeant. 

Ah !  My  Lads  1  the  Corporal  and  I  have  fern  fuch 
firing  abroad. 


Dick. 
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Dick. 

Tell  us  Tome  of  the  fights  you  have  (hen,  Sergeant. 

Sergeant. 

Why  Sir,  I  have  feen  the  guns  take  the  fide  of  a 
houfe  here,  and  the  fide  of  a  houfe  there,  and  mend 
theca  up  again  with  the  fide  of  another  houfe. 

Corporal. 

I  have  feen  the  roof  of  a  caftle  taken  off  with  a 
chain  (hot,  and  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  a  baggage- 
waggon  with  four  horfes  clapped  in  the  place  on’t. 

Joe.  (whi files.) 

That’s  a  gun. 

Sergeant. 

You  think  he  lies  now,  I  have  feen  a  fteeple  taken 
off  with  a  chain  (hot,  and  another  putin  the  place 
on’t,  with  twenty  men  ringing  the  bells. 

Corporal. 

Pooh!  what’s  that  to  what  I  have  feen?  —  I  faw 
an  old  man’s  head  fet  upon  a  young  man’s 
Ihoulders,  and  once  in  a  town  befieged,  I  met  a  hand 
with  a  letter  in  it  poll  hade,  and  by  and  bye  whiz 
comes  the  leg  after  it,  as  if  the  hand  had  forgot  half 
its  errand. 

Sergeant. 

Ay,  I  faw  the  very  man  that  had  loft  them  come 
hopping  upon  his  other  leg,  to  raife  a  hue  and  cry 
after  the  bullet  that  had  robbed  him  of  half  him- 
felf. 

; 

Captain. 

In  that  very  towm  a  worthy  fellow  a  taylor  loft  his 
head,  and  it  was  no  fooner  off  but  a  lawyer’s  head 
that  nobody  owned,  dropt  down  and  fettled  upon 
honeft  Stitch’s  (boulders. — The  fellow  was  ruined  by 

the 
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th  change  for  he  never  fpoke  a  word  of  truth  after¬ 
wards. 


Joe. 

I  fancy  you  and  the  Sergeant  met  with  accidents 
of  the  fame  kind,  for  I  never  heard  fuch  fibs  in  my 
born  days. 

Sergeant. 

We  have  told  you  nothing  but  truth — Lift  with 
us,  and  you  will  fee  all  thefe  fine  things  yourfeif 
when  you  go  abroad. 

Joe. 

No  thankee  ;  I  had  rather  ftay  at  hoame,  ecod  I 
jfhould’nt  loike  to  have  my  head  whifk’d  off  and 
fomebody  elfe’s  clap’d  in  its  ftead,  for  fear  it 
fhould'nt  fit  my  neck  fo  well  as  my  own. 

Dick. 

i’feeks,  mayhap  one  might  have  one's  head  (hot 
off,  and  aleg  with  a  jack  boot  on  it  fettle  in  its  pleace, 
and  that  would  put  one  fo  plaguily  out  of  counte¬ 
nance. 


Sergeant. 


Pho*  pho !  you  will  be  in  no  danger,  lad  ! 
Mufkets  and  cannons  are  as  harmlefs  as  haybands, 
when  one  is  ufed  to  them— why  Sir  I  have  often  flept 
in  a  cannon,  and  once  when  I  was  taking  a  nap 
there,  I  was  fired  off  amongft  the  enemy,  who 
inftead  of  detaining  me-  as  a  prifoner  of  war,  popped 
me  into  another  cannon,  and  fent  me  back  again  the 
fame  way,  and  hang  me  if  I  received  the  leaft 
,;-7‘  injury. 


.  Joe. 

Well  you  are  letting  off  your  great  guns  at  a  fine 
rate,  Mafter  Sergeant,  but  you  are  only  throwing 
away  your  powder,  for  all  thefe  reports  won’t  make 
us  go  off  with  you  abroad,  for  we  be  come  to 
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Fortfmouth  to  look  at  what  will  pleafe  us  much 
better  than  any  thing  we  can  fee  in  foreign  parts. 

Sergeant. 

What’s  that  ? 

Joe. 

Why  King  George  and  his  family,  and  to  fee 
them  in  good  health  and  lpirits,  is  a  fight  we  would 
rather  behold  than  any  other  you  can  mention. 

Sergeant. 

Well  faid,  my  lad,  come,  you  fhall  go  with  us  to 
the  review,  and  afterwards  take  thare  of  a  mug  of 
ale  with  me — nay  you  fhall  all  go  with  us. 

J°E. 

"With  all  my  heart. 


Enter  Susan,  fanning  herfelf  with  her  Hat . 

Susan. 

I  have  walked  myfelf  out  of  breath  to  overtake 
you ;  there  be  all  the  tip  top  gentlefolks  coming, 
lords,  dukes,  fquires,  bifhops,  and  church-wardens. 

Dolly. 

What’s  that  peaper  thee  has’t  got  in  thy  hand? 

Susan. 

Why  I  ftaid  at  field  end  to  hear  a  man  fing  purely 
all  about  the  fhow  that  is  to  be;  and  fo  I  gave  him 
a  halfpenny  for  the  ballad,  and  I  got  the  tune  for 
nothing,  come  you  fhall  hear  it. 

SONG.  Sufan . 

The  bells  are  begun  and  the  mufic  folks  play, 

The  fine  hags  are  flying  in  funfhine  of  day, 
the  lea  and  the  therewith  re-echoings  ring, 
lbs  Majefty  comes,  and  we  honour  our  King. 


Our 
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Our  rakes  lie  neglected  along  the  new  hay, 

And  ploughs  are  forfook  for  the  fake  of  this  day, 
Abroad  all  is  mirth,  fo  we  feekfor  a  (hare, 

At  home  we’ve  left  labour  to  look  alter  care. 

*  —  ...  * 

’Tis  holiday  all,  and  we’ll  holiday  make, 

’Tis  all  for- — God  blefs  him,  his  Majefty’s  fake, 

Tho’  fimple  my  long  is,  and  limply  I  ling, 

Yet  who  can  fay  better,  than  long  live  the  King. 

[ Exeunt  Singing. 


SCENE,  a  Room  at  a  "Tavern.  "I able  with  JVine , 

Punch ,  Sc.  on.  Enter  Captain  Freeman,  and 

Heartly. 

•» 

Captain. 

Yes,  yes,  Charles,  as  this  is  a  day  of  jollity,  I 
mean  to  throw  a  fide  all  ceremony,  and  take  my  glafs 
in  company  with  the  honed  tars  that  I  have  invited 
here,  and  you  muft  be  of  our  party. 

Heartly. 

«  *  «  ! 

Willingly— There  is  fomething  fo  truly  original 
in  the  character  of  Englifh  Seamen,  fo  hearty,  and  fb 
difinterefted,  which  is  feldom  to  be  met  with  in  any 
other  kingdom. 

Enter  Cabin,  Rudder,  Bowsprit,  and  other  Sailors. 

Captain  Freeman. 

Come,  my  boys,  fit  down,  and  take  your  glaffes, 
and  fill  them  to  the  brim. 

Cabi.j£, 

If  it  was’nt  that  I  difiike  difobeying  orders,  I 
woud’nt  touch  a  drop,  but  however  your  honour 
commands,  and  fo  here  goes. 

Captain. 

Cabin,  I  don’t  wifhyou  to  drink  if  its  difagreeable 
to  you. 

Cabin. 
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Cabin. 

Thank  your  honour,  but  as  every  body  elfe  fee  ms 
inclined  to  it,  I  won’t  look  particular  by  refuting, 
though  I  allure  your  honour  it  goes  againli  my 
itomach. 

Captain. 

Now  my  lads  a  bumper — here’s  his  majeftyk 
health  (drinks.)  long  may  he  live,  and  may  his  fub- 
je&s  rejoice  in  him. 

Cabin. 

i  mud  drink  that  however,  here’s  King  George’s 
health,  God  blefs  him,  and  that’s  all  the  harm  I 
wifh  him.  J  All  drink ,  the failors  give  three  cheers  and 

the  boatfzvain  pipes . 

Rudder. 

I  fay  Cabin,  we  are  to  make  another  trip  foon,  fo 
puih  the  grog  about,  for  who  knows  if  we  lhall  ever 
fee  old  England  again. 

Cabin. 

Why  we  mud  take  our  chance,  and  if  we  are 
popped  into  Davy  Jones’s  locker,  our  wives  and 
children  will  be  taken  in  tow  afterwards,  and  that 
is  a  great  comfort. 

Bowsprit, 

How  do  you  mean,  Cabin  ? 

Cabin. 

Mean  !  why  not  only  our  country  men ,  but  our 
country  women ,  have  with  the  true  fpiritof  Britifh  ge- 
nerofity,  entered  into  a  large  fubfcription,  to  provide 
for  the  neceffities  of  the  widows  and  orphans  of  thole 
brave  fellows,  who  glorioufly  fall  in  defending  the 
caufe  of  their  King  and  Country. 

Rudder. 

Damme  but  I’d  drink  good  luck  to  them  in  a  can 
of  grog,  as  deep  as  the  Bay  of  Bifcay. 


Captain. 


Captain  . 

Ay,  my  boys,  however  the  folks  of  Old  England 
may*  differ  amongft  themfelves  in  fome  points,  yet 
there  is  one  cafe  in  which  they  always  agree,  when¬ 
ever  the  fignal  of  diflrefs  is  thrown  out,  they  in- 
flantly  crowd  all  the  fail  they  can  to  afford  relief, 
and  I  am  fure  they  never  feel  happier,  than  when 
they  fee  thofe  who  have  been  beating  about  on  the 
fhoals  of  affliction,  fafe  moored  in  the  harbour  of 
profperity. 

Cabin. 

I  hope  captain  that  the  veffel  called  Great  Bri¬ 
tain,  may  always  have  a  pilot  at  her  helm,  that  will 
keep  a  good  look  out  to  fleer  her  fteady,  and  in 
rough  weather,  if  the  whole  crew  go  hand  in  hand 
with  him,  and  lend  their  help,  dammee  but  fhe  may 
bid  defiance  to  any  florin  that  can  threaten  her. 

Rudder. 

Ay,  the  Britannia  is  as  noble  a  veffel  as  was  ever 
launched,  and  I  think  the  Conflitution  is  a  well 
built  little  frigate  too. 

Captain. 

Well  faid,  my  lad,  and  you  fhall  all  drink  a 
bumper  to  that  frigate — charge  your  glaffes — may 
the  Englifh  Conflitution  never  have  a  rotten  plank, 
but  live  in  fpite  of  every  fquall  of  faction,  and  fail 
down  the  current  of  time,  the  wonder  of  the  world. 

Sailors. 

Huzza  !  huzza  !  huzza  ! 

Cabin. 

O  dear,  now  I  fhall  be  obliged  to  drink  again, 
that’s  bearing  damn’d  hard  upon  me. 

Captain. 

Now  my  jolly  fellows,  fuppofe  we  have  a  fong, 
I’ll  try  at  one  myfelf  if  you  will  beaf^a  chorus. 

Sailors. 
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Sailors. 

We  will,  noble  captain. 

[Enter  Landlord.) 

Landlord. 

Here  is  a  young  gentleman  wifhes  to  fpeak  with 
you,  captain. 

Captain. 

*  T  '  :  i  , 

I  will  be  with  him  diredtly.  [£,*// Landlord; 

H  EARTLY. 

Let  us  have  the  fong  firft,  and  I  will  accompany 

C  APT AIN. 

With  all  my  heart. 


you. 


SONG. 

Ye  free  born  Tons,  Britannia’s  boaft. 
Firm  as  your  rock  furrounded  coaft. 
Ye  fovereigns  of  the  fea; 

On  every  fhore  where  billows  roll, 
From  eaft,  to  weft,  from  pole,  to  pole, 
Fair  conqueft  celebrates  your  fame, 
Witnefs’d  aloud  by  wondering  fame. 
Ye  lads  wrho  dare  be  free. 


Mi  (take  me  not  my  hearts  of  oak, 

I  fcorn  with  liberty  to  joke. 

Ye  fovereigns  of  thefea; 

Affilt,  uphold  your  church  and  ftate, 

Your  great  men  good,  and  good  men  great, 
Awe  all  abroad,  at  home  unite, 

And  jovial  jpin  in  factions  fpite, 

Then,  then  my  friends,  you  are  free. 

Ye  fovereigns  of  wide  ocean’s  waves 
To  heroes  long  enftirin’d  in  graves, 

A  requiem  let  us  fing  ; 
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I,  Alfred,  Henry,  Edward  name. 

Then  William  our  deliverer  came. 

May  future  ages  Brunfwick  own. 

Perpetual  heir  to  Britain’s  throne, 

So  here’s  God  fave  the  King. 

[. Exeunt  Captain  Freeman  and  Heartly* 

Cabin. 

Now  you  muft  not  think  of  flaying  here  to  drink, 
we  have  got  fomething  elfe  to  mind.  ( Boivs .)  What 
can  we  mind  better  while  we  are  on  fhore  ? 

Rudder. 

Ay,  or  at  fea,  either,  except  it  is  fighting. 

Enter  Landlord. 

Landlord. 

Make  hafle,  my  boys,  his  Majefly  is  going 
aboard  diredlly. 

Cabin. 

Heave  a  head  my  lads,  and  let  us  be  ready  to 
receive  him. 

Huzza  !  King  George  and  Old  England  for  ever. 

[. Exeunt  Sailors  huzzaing • 

Enter  Captain  Freeman,  Heartly,  and 

Harriet. 

Captain. 

Is  it  poflible  ?  and  are  you  really  my  Harriet  ? 

Harriet. 

That  I  am  Harriet  is  moft  certain,  and  that  I 
have  confidered  myfelf  your  Harriet,  is  as  certain, 
or  1  fhould  not  have  taken  fo  much  trouble  to  find 
you. 

Captain. 

My  deareft  love,  how  much  I  feel  myfelf  indebted 
to  you  for  this  proof  of  your  conflancy  and  affection. 

Harriet. 


(  S2  ) 

Harriet. 

You  fee  what  unaccountable  creatures  we  women 
are,  after  making,  and  unmaking  a  thoufand  refo- 
lutions,  I  contrived  to  get  the  writings  of  my  for¬ 
tune,  which  my  guardian  refufed  to  give  up  to  me, 
and  thus  accoutred,  efcaped  from  his  tyranny ;  now 
if  my  frolic  has  not  made  you  think  light  of  me, 
and  if  my  hand  that  gives  thefe  papers  to  your  pro¬ 
tection,  can  give  you  any  farther  pleafure,  my 
heart  is  yours. 

Captain. 

$ 

My  deareft  Harriet,  I  want  words  to  exprefs  the 
joy  this  declaration  affords  me. 

Heartly. 

I  wifh  you  joy,  madam. 

Harriet. 

I  hope  I  ill  all  not  incur  any  cenfure,  Mr.  Heartly, 
by  this  conduct,  as  I  affure  you,  fir,  I  only  obey  the 
commands  of  my  much  loved  and  honoured  parents, 
who  always  taught  me  to  look  on  Mr.  Freeman  as 
my  intended  hufband,  which  my  guardian,  from 
interefted  motives,  would  have  prevented. 

Enter  Cabin  and  Sailors. 

Cabin. 

Your  honour,  his  Majefty’s  worfhip  is  expeCted 
every  minute. 

Captain. 

I  will  accompany  you,  my  lads ;  this  will  be  an 
exhibition  that  no  part  of  the  world  can  equal  >  a 
King  of  Great  Britain  reviewing  his  Royal  Navy, 
and  encouraging,  by  his  prefence,  his  honeft  hearted 
failors,  is  fuch  a  picture,  that  every  Englishman 
muft  exult  in.  It  has  long  been  wifh’d  for,  and 
the  accomplifhment  of  it  muft  give  univerfal  fatis- 
faClion. 


Cabin. 


(  33  ) 

Cabin. 

Dammee,  but  I  believe  the  ocean  is  the  firmed 
ground  an  Englifhman  can  (land  upon. 

H  E ARTLY. 

Well  faid,  my  honed  fellow. 

Captain. 

Since  our  foes  have  rouzed  the  Britifh  Lion,  they 
(hall  find,  that  though  an  Englifhman  is  too  juft  to 
draw  his  fword  without  reafon,  he  is  too  brave  to 
/heath  it  without  honour. 

[The  boatfwain  s  call  is  heard  behind  the  fcenes.  The 
Jailors  rim  off,  crying  out ,  aye ,  aye ,  a  loud  hal¬ 
lowing  behind ,  guns  fired  at  a  difiance,  the  fcene 
draws ,  and  di [covers  the J, hips  and  boats  as -  at  the 
review.  After  which,  enter  all  the  characters, 
when  the  following  Jong  is  fung.'] 

Captain  Freeman. 

Great  Britain  flill  her  charter  boafts, 

Which  Heav’n  benignly  gave; 

Tho’  hoftile  pow’rs  furround  our  coafts. 

Our  darling  land  we’ll  fave  ; 

Old  England  will  be  England  dill, 

And  aid  each  good  ally  ; 

Nor  dread  alarms,  while  Britifh  arms 
Are  crown’d  with  victory. 

Susan. 

When  princes  take  the  lead  in  war, 

To  guard  a  nation’s  Jaws; 

The  yeoman  fcorns  each  threat’ning  fear, 

And  joins  the  common  caufe. 

Old  England,  &c. 

Peggy. 


E 


Peggy. 

Jr 

Let  valour  now  with  tfjgrcy  blend, 

While  juftice  ftrik'«rthe  blow  ; 

Our  rights  preferve,  our  king  defend. 

And  fcourge  a  haughty  foe. 

Old  England,  &c» 

A 

Harriet. 

Here  one  impregnant  phalanx  ftands, 

T’aflert  great  fate’s  decree, 

King,  Lords,  and  Commons  joining  hands. 
Protect  our  liberty. 

Old  England,  Sec? 
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